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THE FLOWER OF EDEN 



Soft as the rosy blush of morning, stealing 
In gentle loveliness o'er lone mists curled 
Around the eastern mountains, as revealing 
The glorious beauty of that better world ; 
Is the pure joy Hope pictures in Love's dreams. 
Celestial Love ! The only flower remaining 
Of Eden's bowers, and still its bloom retaining. 
Say! ye, who walk 'neath those unsullied beams, 
Hand linked in hand, on to life's evening close; 
Can purer joy, to mortals, e'er be given. 
Until they taste the perfect bliss of heaven ; 
Drink from that fount whence Love eternal flows ? 
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PART I. 

Far in the distant chambers of the west, 

The murmuring winds have sighed themselves to rest 

The rosy clouds, that crown yon hilltops' height, 

Reflect awhile the day-stars' lingering light; 

As, down the west, he sinks so red and clear ; 

And in the east the evening stars appear. 

Far in the distance pipes the whip-poor-will. 

Hailing the moon, just peeping o'er the hill. 

In all the fields, where rung the song-birds' lay. 

As purple twilight closed the summer day. 

The cricket chirps; now near, now far away, 

I hear his voice. Hail! hail! sweet twilight hour! 

Hail, happy time ! when Love exerts its power. 

Hail, joyous youth ! when all life's pathway seems 

A pleasant journey, through a land of dreams. 

How sweet, at twilight hour, when all is still. 

To watch the moon rise o'er the tree-crowned hill ! 

To mark each jutting cliff start into sight, 

Bathed in a glorious flood of mellow light ; 

As, over all, she casts her silvery sheen. 

With magic tints, to beautify the scene. 



• b «- c 



THE FLOWER OF EDEN. 

Thus, to the future, do we fondly gaze, 
And ponder o'er the joys of coming days, 
Far happier scenes of unalloyed delight 
Anticipation holds up to the sight ; 
Arrayed in colors most divinely fair — 
If but the light of love be shining there. 

Here, by my window, at the close of day, 
I watch the shadows falling cool and gray ; 
Back, on the past, I turn my gaze once more; 
And span the gulf, that time has brought me o^er. 
Within that past is much of good and fair, 
Yet fond remembrance bids me this declare. 
Without thy transports, O, thou winged boy ! 
Unfailing source of all our hope and joy. 
Without thy transports, what were earth below ? 
A barren desert, and a world of woe. 

Indulgent memory! o'er the backward track, 
A host of shadowy forms, she beckons back. 
Lol as they pass, they glimmer fitfully. 
In joy, or sorrow, as thy mood may be ; 
Hope, bids sweet joys in tempting prospect rise; 
Faith pours Celestial visions on the eyes ; 
Imagination! at thy sage command 
The watchful passions all on tiptoe stand; 
Obedient, to thy word, they mount and fly ; 
Circle the earth and tread the vaulted sky ; 
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What beauteous scenes they paint, above, below ; 

Where home-ties charm, or heavenly beauties show; 

But soon, the novelty of the picture o'er. 

You turn away, and fondly seek for more. 

Lo ! Fancy takes thy hand, she seeks those bowers 

Where Cupid slumbers on a bed of flowers ; 

He wakes — he hears — his dart flies from his hand. 

And all is rapture, all enchanted land. 

When, in the sacred garden, first did place, 

The Creating Hand, the father of our race ; 

And as, o'er that blest scene, he gazed abroad, 

With streaming eyes, to bless thef works of God ; 

Mid all those countless beauties, wondrous fair! 

One void existed, woman was not there. 

In vain, the radiant morning, blushing red. 

Her rosy splendor through the bright air shed; 

In vain the purple grapes, in neighboring bowers. 

Inviting hung 'mid wreathes of fragrant flowers; 

Or merry songbirds' wildly warbled lay 

Rung through the groves, to cheer the livelong day. 

In vain, from blazing noontide's burning heat. 

The shades invited to their cool retreat ; 

Or, stretched supine on flower-embosomed glade. 

Refreshing slumber lent its soothing aid ; 

Or morning blushed, or eve resplendant shone, 

All — all was solitude and man alone. 
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Then God beholding man was desolate, 

To soothe his sorrow, gave his gentle mate ; 

Who, though she tempted him and did destroy 

His right to Eden, was his dearest joy. 

Then, from the sacred garden, they were driven ; 

But, as it faded like a glimpse of heaven, 

The pathless wilderness one joy retained ; 

For still, with fluttering pinions, Love remained. 

Oh ! ye who've loved and lost, doth the world hold 

The hope, the promise and the joy of old. 

Ere, in still death, that faithful heart turned cold? 

Which fondly sought to grant each wish ere spoken ; 

Which, when it burst, thine own fond heart was broken ; 

And, all that was most pleasing on life's road. 

Became a burden, aye, a heavy load 

So hard to bear. Oh ! what would'st thou not give. 

To bid that soul return, thy dear one live ? 

Live, as of old, in childhood, or in youth ; 

A father's council, or a mother's truth ? 

Or as one dearer still, the graceful play 

Of whose kind thoughts had power to chase thy gloom 
away. 

O, Love I a great awakener thou art ! 

How great thy power to stir the human heart ! 

What strength of purpose does thy touch impart ! 

Behold the weary seaman wandering far, 

In icy regions 'neath the polar star; 
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To gather treasures from the ocean's foam, 
To lay upon the altar of his home. 
Braving unnumbered dangers, day by day, 
What tempts him o'er the watery waste to stray ? 
And then, when home returning, as the shore, 
His native land, comes into view once more ; 
Why thrills his bosom as with glowing eye. 
He marks his native hills before him lie; 
Or, nearer sweeping, sees his humble cot, 
Gf rudest structure, and his garden-plot, 
His sole possessions? Oh, what rapturous joyl 
To meet again his kindred, wife, his boy ! 
Oh ! who can feel Love's holy power, and say. 
It gives not half the bliss it takes away? 

When evening ends the labors of the day. 

The weary laborer homeward wends his way ; 

And, by his hearth, where wit and mirth may please. 

He spends a season of delightful ease. 

Peace, hallowed peace ! blesses that happy spot. 

His work now o'er, his cares are all forgot; 

Far, from the busy crowd's ignoble strife 

His hopes are centered in his home and wife. 

What though, in search of fame, vast navies sweep 

Adventurous spirits o'er the mighty deep ; 

To toil and bleed that a succeeding age 

May read their names enrolled on history's page. 

What though the great explorer, day by day. 
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Toils through the wilds in regions far away; 
Views the vast icebergs, and the glaciers hoar, 
And startling wonders of that barren shore. 
Do they, 'mid all their travels, e'er possess 
As much real joy, as sterling happiness. 
As he, when gaily sport beside his knee, 
His little children in their artless glee. 
No, happiest he, who far from crowds and strife 
Knows the calm pleasure of domestic life ; 
Who lives uprightly and when death is nigh. 
With trust in God, lies calmly down to die ; 
Believing, when his task is wrought, he'll rise 
On wings of faith to live beyond the skies ; 
And, there renew and cherish in that sphere. 
Those earth-bom ties to him unspeakably dear ; 
In that bright realm, those scenes divinely fair. 
Father and mother will be waiting there; 
And there (this hope to cheer the soul is given) 
They all shall live one family in heaven. 

True, there are some who look at love with- scorn. 
Call it a weakness but in folly bom. 
Rail on, vain mortal ! seek to tear away 
The fairest hopes of life's unmeasured day; 
Sneer at the ways of virtue; laugh at love; 
Assail with doubt, all things below, above; 
To darkness and oblivion, seek to bind 
The immortal essence of the earth-bom mind ; 
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Till, wrapt in mists of skepticism, poor clodl 

You doubt even the existence of your God. 

Vain skeptic, cease; thy words have little force. 

Oh ! gaze upon the agonizing cross. 

Behold thy Savior there, the crimson tide 

Of life-blood streaming from his wounded side. 

See ! pressed upon his brow, the smarting thorn ; 

Behold him scourged and mocked in bitter scorn; 

The cruel nails that bind him to the tree 

To pine and die in utter misery ; 

Yet, heavenward turns his gaze, he breathes anew, 

Father, forgive, they know not what they do! 

I grant that love imperfect may appear. 

To vain man moving in his little sphere 

(As Nature planned) whose slow-discerning eyes 

Can see but that which on the surface lies ; 

Nor mark the hidden streams that lurk below, 

Nor know the deep to which those waters flow, 

I grant that love imperfect may appear. 

By standards judged, stern moralists may rear; 

Who note the working of great nature's laws. 

Not the beginning, nor the end nor cause. 

Who cry, when passions move the human race. 

As droughts and storms the passing year deface. 

Yet serve to clear and purify the air : 

"Conjugal love's a mockery and a snare." 

Each breathing thing, however small or great, 
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Moves in its circle circumscribed by fate. 
Where placed in nature's scale, or low or high. 
The bounds are set that cannot be passed by. 
However perfect, of its kind, one be 
'Tis still inferior to the next degree. 
This law holds true of man and all below. 
And more than this is not for man to know. 

Above, beyond, the world of spirits lies, 

But to its secrets God has sealed our eyes. 

By this we learn it was by Him designed 

Man's powers should be employed to serve mankind. 

By thus devoting talents God has given. 

We both serve God and fit ourselves for heaven. 

Faith points the gaze to scenes of heavenly bliss. 

And seeking to merit heaven makes heaven of this. 

Love is the common tie which serves to bind 

Each conscious being to its home and kind. 

Erase this common law, the world would be 

One scene of bloodshed, strife and anarchy. 

All other powers will only useful prove 

To the degree they are controlled by love ; 

Which is the great, the crowning blessing given 

By the inscrutable providence of heaven ; 

And its perfection here, what man can tell? 

If impulse lead and conscience guard it well. 

Conscience, unerring compass of the soul, 

Note well its lore, high heaven's the attracting pole; 
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How great the happiness, how small the pain. 
Even in his fallen state, to man remain. 
What warns the bird race when the hoary rime 
First nips the stubble, seek a southern clime; 
Through storm and sunshine, and by day and night. 
Guide o'er the land and sea their certain flight? 

What bids them duly with unerring wing 

Retrace their journey with another spring, 

Without a chart, a compass or a plan. 

Back to the very groves where life began? 

What bids the squirrel from the autumn shower 

To store up chestnuts for the wintry hour; 

Bids the blithe bee from flowery cup and bell 

To gather honey in her citadel ? 

But nature ends not here her kindly sway. 

For she instructs the flowers, and they obey; 

And as their short, protracted course they run. 

They shut or open to the storm or sun. 

She (most impartial) when the world began. 

Wove with great care her myriad-threaded plan ; 

Elach law, o'er a division of the race. 

Gave its peculiar sanctity and place. 

Instinct alone to nourish and control. 

Alike essential to the amazing whole. 

From vilest worms with which the soil is rife, 

To whom this power seems their all of life — 

To those which crop the leaves that yearly flourish. 
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Then build themselves a sepulcher and perish. 

Yet, by mutation curious and^re, 

Give winged insects to the fields of air ; 

From them to man behold the lessening sway, 

Giving more choice to trespass or obey. 

So does at each gradation still intrude 

Or more of wickedness — or more of good — 

Till man is reached, on whom God did bestow 

To be free moral agent here below. 

How g^eat the happiness that he may taste! 

Yet, love struck out, behold a barren waste, 

With lust and hate, with all uncleanness rife. 

Love in earth's desert, is the well of life 

That waters all the heart, that overflows 

And makes good deeds to blossom like the rose. 

Love makes all earthly things conspire to bless, 

Love is the essence of unselfishness. 

As on the Past, with moistened eyes, I gaze, 
Review each memory of my early days. 
Each artless friendship that affection drew 
From guileless bosoms when our lives were new ; 
I muse with pleasing sadness, almost pain. 
For, Oh ! we all will never meet again. 
How few remain of all those friends to-day! 
Some have built homes in regions far away; 
Some from the path of virtue gone astray; 
Some lead a life upon the ocean waves ; 
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A few, the grass is growing o'er their g^ves. 

Planted with many tears, fair flowers bloom there, 

Planted by loving hands and watched with tender care. 

How, through the mazy labyrinths of fun. 

With bouyant step and merry laugh, we'd run, 

As when the joyous breezes sweep the lake, 

Its glassy breast a thousand ripples break ; 

I catch the spirit of the moment now, 

The waves of gladness ripple o'er my brow. 

How sweet at purple twilight 'twas to rove 

With pensive musings through the ancient grove. 

Dreaming such glad, wild dreams of love and fame. 

Of high achievements which now even to name 

Would o'er my forehead send the mantling flame 1 

And then, when home returned, what thoughtful care, 

What love paternal smoothed my pathway there. 

Oh ! when we gaze o'er what our lives have been. 

Whose are the tints most beautify the scene. 

Thine own, sweet love, from kind affection's ties 

Our choicest blessings and enjoyments rise. 

Nor is love's holy influence only seen 

In melancholy scenes where death has been ; 

Or with the youthful, whose impassioned breast 

Not long the crowning passion has confessed. 

Ohl no, thou fair Enchantress, thou dost dwell 

With the pale captive in his prison cell; 

There, where the light of day ne'er meets the sight, 



THE FLOWER OF E1>EN. 1$ 

Thy mellow lustre makes the dungeon bright. 

Indulgent memory doth to him restore 

His dearest friends and happy scenes of yore; 

The happy past, he lives it o'er and o'er. 

Then comes the siren Hope, who loves to weave 

Such sweet delusions mortal to deceive. 

Beneath her spell what fancies fire his mind! 

His eager spirit leaves his cell behind, 

Spent are his lonely vigils, past his pain, 

His native hills rise on his view again. 

Where oft he passed in youth he does repair. 

Free as God's sunshine and the pure fresh air ; 

Soon to the shelter of his home restored. 

He'll taste the sweetest joys life can afford. 

Such were, perchance, the hopes relieved thy pain, 

Toussant Lououvture although in vain. 

Else how had even thy eagle spirit borne 

Such dire injustice and a victor's scorn? 

But he, too, died in exile; he did bear 

Not half thy woes, but more than thy despair ; 

Though pride dictated in the conquerer's mind 

That cankering madness must be close confined. 

He failed, although he left a name behind 

That long will swell the annals of mankind; 

Failed in his purposes, although he broke 

The pitiless thralldom of the papal yoke ; 

You triumphed, for the tree of liberty 
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Was planted in good soil so deep by thee 

It stood the storm. Despite Napoleon's power 

Its roots stood firm as in their morning hour. 

Illustrious chieftain! pen can scarce portray 

Thy spirit's greatness; at thy feet I lay 

The grateful tribute of a humble bard — 

Thy parallel few ages can afford. 

Bom, as thou wast, to bondage and to shame, 

Thy dearest joys a mockery and a name, 

Thou would'st be free. Schooled in misfortune's school 

(Though bom a bondman) thou wast bom to rule. 

But turn, my muse, from discord, envy, strife. 

Sing the calm pleasures of domestic life. 

Where, all day long, the stately elm trees throw 

Their shade along the graveled walk below. 

Back from the street somewhat, behind a lawn, 

Which loveliest flowers and greenest grass adorn. 

There stands a cottage in the rural vale. 

Whose inmates well may grace this simple tale. 

In that sweet month, the month of June, than there 

No one could hope to view a scene more fair; 

For there, trained by a fair soft hand, the flowers 

Blossomed most sweetly through the summer hours ; 

But when the snows by fits came driving past. 

And trees are shivering in the wintry blast. 

When, through the storm no star sends down its beams, 

How bright the home-light from that cottage streams! 
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Then it may be some wanderer stops afar 
To view yon mansion's hospitable star; 
How he reviews his dark and stormy life, 
Wild scenes of dissipation and of strife. 
Oh ! for a home like this to shield my form 
From the rude buffets of the wintry storm, 
He says, then sighs, for he, too late, did learn 
That hopes and health once wasted ne'er return. 

> 

Let the storm howl without, the loud v/inds roar 
With baffled fury at that cottage door; 
Within the fire warm-blazing, sees in vain 
The frost-work gather on the window pane. 
There love has worked his most enchanting spells. 
And every hour some new enjoyment tells. 
This wintry night, perchance the poet's page 
The rapt attention of that pair engage. 
Those lofty strains, that nobly elevate 
The mind of man to triumph over fate; 
Or, wit and humor shall provoke their mirth 
Till laughter peals beside that cottage hearth ; 
Or pathos draw the sympathetic tear 
To generous pity or kind mercy dear. 
Perchance they read the love and anguish wild 
That filled with frenzy fair O'Connor's child. 
When her proud brothers, heedless of her grief, 
Tore from her arms and slew her faithful chief ; 
How in the lonely wilds she dwelt afar 
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From any stately mansion's twinkling star 

And watered with her tears, of all unheeding, 

The flower she called "The flower of love lies bleeding;" 

Which, when the summer showers its roots did lave, 

Sprung up and blossomed on her lover's grave. 

Perchance they read how Briton's cruel hand 

Forced into exile that Arcadian band. 

Maid of Arcadia ! sad the fate that bore 

Thy faithful lover from his native shore; 

But sadder far the cruel fate that parted 

The noble-minded and the loyal-hearted. 

As thus they read the tears of pity start, 

A sympathetic spirit warms each heart, 

And each in silence blesses God, whose hand 

Hath formed this lovely liome and their dear cherub band. 

True love may have its sorrows; there are times 
When it becomes the source of darkest crimes. 
While pain and sadness (as research will prove) 
Have had their source in unrequited love. 
Lx) ! by her latticed window, day by day, 
The mad girl sits and gazes far away, 
If, o'er the distant deep, the whistling gale 
Shall to her vision waft her lover's sail. 
He perished in the tempest, he doth sleep 
Far from his home beneath the pathless deep; 
Yet often o'er the wave she sees him come 
And bids him welcome to her heart and home ; 
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She talks all wildly unto shapes of air, 
But when she seeks him, lo! he is not there; 
And then she shrieks, she clasps her burning brain, 
But when 'tis over comes a look again. 

Here, in a lonely and secluded spot. 

Where briars are growing and the birds sing not. 

Scorning the blessed teachings Nature gave. 

There passed a murderer to his danksome grave. 

The fire of jealousy, burning in his breast. 

Lulled every thought of mercy into rest, 

And here he lies, unknown, neglected save 

This dark tradition, in a murderer's grave. 

But who would pause because a vicious mind 

Hath turned with murderous intent on its kind ? 

Because a >yeak, a visionary brain. 

Has sunk a victim to a world of pain? 

Oh! who for this would spurn the light of day, 

And fling the choicest gift of God away? 

Little ye think, ye sons of crime and strife, 

How little happiness ye glean from life! 

How soon your guilt defiles the heart's pure spring! 

How much of pain your evil actions bring, 

Your paths are paths of trouble here below ; 

The purest joys, the healthiest you forego. 

At virtue a seared conscience bids you sneer; 

If you think on the past it is with fear 

Lest in the future you be brought to pay 
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The penalty for crimes of yesterday. 

Pure virtuous hopes ne'er rise upon your view, 

What deadens thought is sweet alone to you. 

Thou would'st be happy, 'tis our being's aim. 

And he who is not is himself to blame ; 

Study the eternal laws that govern all, 

Live true to nature and obey each call ; 

Know every action where you do not err 

Will health, and strength, and happiness confer. 

A barren desert would this cold world be 

Without Love's fairest offspring. Charity. 

How marred with vice, like gardens rank with weeds, 

A noble manhood's not attained by years, but deeds. 

What's wealth beyond our needs but base alloy? 

A competence is all man can enjoy; 

And know, who cultivate luxuriant tastes, ye err. 

For ye seek more than nature can confer. 

Who never give, taste not of highest bliss. 

Those finer feelings of the heart ye miss. 

That pleasing something which the soul within 

Brings heaven nearer, makes the whole world kin. 

On fairer sight, what mortal ever gazed 

Than erring sister by a sister raised. 

Soothed and sustained, until her wandering eyes 

Once more were fixed on the eternal prize. 

Till taught to live exempt or loathing sin, 

At length the gates of heaven receive her in? 
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Can Science's voice the calls of nature still, 

For sweet companionship, domestic joy; 

Her toils severe, her lofty honors fill 

The soul with peace, like fireside joys supply? 

Go, search the records of the wise and great, 

The works of Genius calmly contemplate; 

Lo! great Copernicus, with reasoning sage. 

At length advances on the world's wide stage, 

Abysmal darkness from its throne is hurled. 

And truth and science dawn upon the world. 

Next, Locke and Bacon, with thought more refined. 

Teach both the laws of science and of mind; 

They subject every principle to proof, 

And, in the warp of theory weave the woof. 

Then Roemer, gazing with unerring sight, 

Marks down for man the dizzy speed of light; 

Or Newton grasps the law that governs space 

And holds each orb in its appointed place. 

See Herschel rise, the fields of heaven survey. 

And map out systems in the milky way ; 

Or sage Marconi nature's secrets probe 

And flash the wireless message round the globe. 

It is man's privilege to serve mankind, 

And thus enlarge the empire of the mind. 

For this the hand of Franklin did unclasp 

The book of nature and the lightning grasp. 

Twas this led -great Columbus' eye to sweep, 
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With eagle glance, across the stormy deep, 
And from behind the clouds that veiled the sight 
Of other men, drag continents to light. 
Then cease, ye millionaires, to rob by stealth. 
But from Carnegie learn the use of wealth. 
With true humility thy station grace, 
And to new planes exalt the human race. 
Then man will fondly hope the time is near 
When War will falter in its mad career. 
Nations no longer strive, as brute with brute, 
But arbitration settle each dispute. 

Sweep on, Philosophy, with thought profound. 
And trace creation to its farthest bound. 
Go, trace in step-dame Nature's flawless plan 
From insect life to brute's, from brute to man ; 
Tell how the worm his poor existence wins, 
Then show where instinct ends and thought begins. 
Discourse on reason, on the myriad powers 
That characterize these curious brains of ours. 
Go, star-eyed Science, search the wide earth o'er. 
Sweep o'er the deep and visit every shore, 
Ride on the storm and converse with the gale. 
Soar to the skies, remotest orbs unveil; 
Plunge in the deep, and from beneath the waves 
Drag priceless treasures from the coral caves; 
Then, great Discoverer, can'st thou reveal 
A charm more sweet than youthful hearts may feel. 
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When heavenly joys, descending from above, 
Bind youthful spirits with the bonds of love ? 
Soft as the rosy blush of morning stealing 
Around the eastern mountains, as revealing 
In gentle loveliness, o'er lone mists curled, 
The glorious beauty of that better world; 
Is the pure joy, Hope pictures in Love's dreams. 
Celestial Love! the only flower remaining 
Of Eden's bowers, and still its bloom retaining. 
Say! ye who walk 'neath those unsullied beams. 
Hand linked in hand, on to life's evening close; 
Can purer joy to mortals e'er be given, 
Until they taste the perfect bliss of heaven. 
Drink from that fount whence Love eternal flows? 

It seems the plan of Nature to bestow 

No certain happiness on man below ; 

Nor think it strange, for do not hope and fear 

The witching smiles of transient joys endear? 

How oft, indeed, we scarcely recognize 

How great is our enjoyment till it flies; 

Until fond memory, brooding o'er the sight. 

Sees every feature in its fairest light. 

And hope and joy divinely mingle there 

Like sunset splendors on a landscape fair. 

'Tis thus with love ; crowned with coquettish grace 

Love ever leads a wildly devious race. 

Oh ! who would prize the light of beauty's eye 
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If 'twere the tribute of a passing sigh? 
How oft we cry would that to-day might show 
Our love returned or plunge us into woe! 
But would security our bliss improve — 
No, 'tis the winning fans the fire of love. 
And, O, how oft when doubting fancy deems 
We've reached the finis of our blissful dreams, 
Hope doth arise, her talisman employ, 
And from the future borrow promised joy ; 
Flings o'er our pensive sadness heavenly dew 
Till future favors justify the view. 

Thou fond Enthusiast, kneeling at Love's shrine. 

What pleasing hopes, what happy dreams are thine? 

I see thee, on the future, bend thine eye; 

I mark thy bosom heave the rapturous sigh ; 

The seasons come and go in circling dance ; 

Year after year glides by beneath thy glance; 

Thy fancy now has built for thee a home. 

Where hate nor strife, where sorrow ne'er shall come. 

But love's sweet smile and sober, honest worth 

Shall make that spot the happiest on earth ; 

Thy bounty shall relieve the suffering poor, 

No friendless wanderer shall turn from thy door. 

But it shall be thy pleasure to supply 

Their wants and teach them how to live and die; 

Nature shall smile about thee, flowers bloom 

Around thy mansion with a sweet perfume ; 
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All summer long, through clover fields for thee, 
From flower to flower shall hum the laden bee, 
Till calm contentment shall such joy bestow 
The world shall seem a paradise below. 

Ideal Love! to thee indeed belong 

The sweetest measures of the poet's song; 

Thine is the power that quickens into play 

Each passion brightening all life's changeful way. 

What trains of thought, within the cultured mind, 

By thee are quickened and by thee refined. 

*Tis thy sweet influence melts the pensive soul. 

What glowing fancies own its soft control. 

Beloved of heaven! at thy impassioned name 

What floods of rapture pour through all the frame. 

Thou'rt cherished most when life is in its spring. 

And each sensation seems a marvelous thing; 

Though age, which tones down passion, much endears 

The truer sympathy of maturer years. 

As one when walking in a darkened room 

At first emerges from the dusky gloom. 

The sunbeams pouring from a cloudless sky 

First spread a dazzling glamour o'er the eye; 

But, as he grows accustomed to the light. 

Remoter beauties rise upon the sight. 

Till life's autumnal landscape round him seems 

A happy climax to his youthful dreams. 

Joys ever pleasing, fancies ever new. 
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In memory's mirror how they rise to view, 
And linger long, as when at close of day. 
Long on the deep reflected splendors play. 

Imagination, Fancy, ask of Hope 

Far down life's stream to turn the telescope. 

What seek they in the distance ? Wealth and power. 

And fame to crown their manhood's active hour ; 

A good old age with competence and peace 

From life's perplexing cares a sweet release, 

With mutual affection's genial ray 

To shed its cheering sunshine round the way; 

Then, in yon burial ground, a grassy plot. 

Where mourning friends oft come to view the spot. 

When grass is green and songbirds trill their lays. 

And wild flowers bloom on pleasant summer days. 

And musing on the past still linger there ' 

Till neighboring church bells tell the hour of prayer ; 

The promises fulfilled that Jesus gave. 

Death captive led and life beyond the grave. 

And in that fairer land eternally 

Dwell in our Father's house a happy family. 

In joyous youth, amid first love's glad dream. 

Dark and forbidding do such pictures seem; 

But, when death's stem reality appears 

To the pale mourner gazing through her tears ; 

When one by one our friends are ferried o'er 

To take their places on the farther shore, 
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Till half our hopes are there, and half are here, 

We grow submissive to our fate severe, 

Those darker tints become divinely bright 

Beneath religion's pure and holy light. 

And the rude sketch a finished picture stands, 

A masterpiece beneath the artist's hands. 

Bright as the star — God's pure and holy star — 

The shepherds watched from Judah's hills afar, 

Hope of the world! Pledge of a better day! 

That showed God's chosen where the young' child lay ; 

Blazed through the night, and led them through the wild, 

And came and stood above the holy child ; 

Thou love — true as the needle to the pole — 

Shall light our darkness and draw soul to soul. 

And does love dwell but in the human breast? 
Behold yon woodbirds in their moss-built nest. 
With patient care they tend their little brood. 
And bring them daily their supply of food. 
Though hunger presses they are first supplied. 
All self-indulgence to their charge denied. 
Each choicest morsel to their beaks is brought. 
Maternal instinct setting self at nought 
Ask why, when slipping on Helvellyn's side. 
The hapless wanderer on the rock moss died; 
His faithful dog watched o'er him day by day, 
And nightly chased the prowling fox away, 
From her loved master scared the raven's brood, 
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And only left him to secure her food? 

Ask why she kept her len^^y watch so well, 

Unless affection in the brute doth dwell? 

Hail, conquering love ! Thy lineaments of grace 
In every scale of being we may trace. 
How great the plan, how mystically strange, 
Could all things thus in harmony arrange. 
Of all the myriad races man may trace. 
Have every one appropriate in its place. 
How we should thank the One who gave to know 
The source of all our bliss, and all our woe; 
Nor only this bestowed, but gave the power 
To find our highest happiness each hour; 
Who promised, to the virtuous shall be given 
When life is passed, a blest reward in heaven. 
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PART 11. 

Who would accept all that this world can give, 

In wealth and affluence, if compelled to live. 

Unloving any, and beloved by none. 

Be of this world, and yet be thus alone ? 

Be mine the power the afflicted to redress, 

Be mine a heart that melts to see distress ; 

A sense of duty done shall joy supply. 

That fame nor power can give, nor wealth can buy. 

Friend of the brave! with what enduring power 

You prop the hero's soul in danger's hour. 

You bid him think of the illustrious brave. 

Who, on the field of strife, or stormy wave, 

Their lives and fortunes for their country gave. 

And hope attends with brow serenely fair. 

And nerves the patriot's arm to nobly darie. 

In freedom's cause, like them, the blade to wield 

Where blood and carnage drench the ensanguined field ; 

In the defense of home and country dear. 

She points his steps to Glory's bright career. 

While turns to heaven the spirit-speaking eye — 

For them, he vows to live — or dares to die. 
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When Right has long been overborne of wrong; 

When thoughts of Freedom have been cherished long ; 

And brave men band together to demand 

The rod of power from a tyrant's hand; 

As down the field the rushing squadrons come, 

Roused by the stormy music of the drum, 

The hero views unmoved their dread advance, 

Who takes the field in Liberty's defense. 

And cries, like Henry, with his latest breath, 

"O, give me liberty, or give me death!" 

Such was the thought that bade resistance swell 

The daring bosom of the patriot Tell, 

When Freedom triumphed and proud Gesler fell ; 

That roused the spirit which impelled the deed 

When Switzerland was saved by Winkleried; 

The noble ardor that so rashly gave 

Lamented Warren to a martyr's grave. 

Thus Afric's sons, sadly but undismayed. 
Beheld a foreign host their land invade ; 
And, rushing from the mountains like a flood, 
They drenched the virgin soil with hostile blood; 
Proud Europe looked with horror on the sight. 
And haughty England trembled at their might; 
But, puffed with pride and on possession bent, 
More powerful armies o'er the deep she sent; 
Ten thousand soldiers for each thousand slain 
Came marching northward o'er Pretoria's plain. 
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While gazing southward from the mountain's height 
The brave Boers saw, and, maddened at the sight, 
From field to field they poured the battle's tide ; 
They fell devoted, and unconquered died; 
In vain they perished in their country's cause, 
Grim War stalked on, and murder knew no pause. 

Alas, unhappy land! that thou should'st bleed, 

A second Poland to imperial greed. 

Why was no friendly hand stretched forth to save? 

No arm of power upraised to shield the brave ? 

Alas! why did no kindred race appear 

To check Ambition in its mad career; 

No venerable chief come forth to lead the van. 

And thus restore to man the rights of man? 

Nor virtue, innocence, nor sacred truth. 

Awaken chivalry in the breast of youth, 

Power sit unmoved upon its throne of state, 

Or coldly turn and leave them to their fate. 

Oh ! that the world should thus unpitying see 

This brave race perish for their liberty ! 

See bloated empire, in these walls of time, 

Stay heaven-born Freedom in her march sublime; 

See gory murder mock his victim's cry ; 

Broken, of sacred home, each tender tie; 

Of human suflFering mark the awful sum. 

And weakly wonder at their martyrdom. 

Awake again, O Spirit of the Past! 
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In warrior mould thy warlike sons recast. 
Return, O patriot Tell's heroic ire! 
Return, O Lafayette's high soul of fire ! 
Wake, great Leonidas, once more to stand 
A wall of fire to guard this suffering land ; 
Rise, noble-minded Washington, to save 
From dread extermination and the grave. 

a 

Fair Albion ! theme of many a touching song. 
And with the spoil of countless sages strong; 
And strong in noble sons, and loyal hearts. 
And all that power bestows or wealth imparts 
In art, and learning, and a world-wide fame. 
Why, to thy children bring the blush of shame? 
Why, puffed with arrogance and sunk in worth. 
Thus blot a guiltless people from the earth? 
Not thine the fame a noble cause can yield, 
Nor thine the glory of a well-fought field ; 
E'en thy own son, when forced thy wars to tell. 
Returned the laconic answer, "War is hell." 
Yes, war indeed is hell, when 'tis employed 
To rob the rights thy fellow men enjoyed; 
Is blackest hell when England takes the field. 
Starves wife and child to make the father yield. 
When her vast armies with relentless hand 
Spread desolation o'er a smiling land. 
And versed in Spanish barbarism, behind 
Leave a wild desert to the mountain wind. 
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Striving to lay the few survivors low, 
Who, save their God, a master scorn to know; 
Kind Mercy shrieks where'er thy flag's unfurled, 
And Love and Pity wither from the world. 

When Boreas' key unlocks the frozen north. 
And cold from icy fields, the winds rush forth, 
What but Love's touch, with energy, could warm 
The weary plainsman, in the driving storm ; 
Could point his journey through the drifts to roam. 
Till gained the shelter of his humble home; 
Could steel his nerves with more than mortal power. 
And save the wanderer in that awful hour? 

Oft, when the raging blizzard sweeps the plain, 

A sheltering roof, the rustic seeks in vain ; 

Loud shrieks the wind, whirled round him everywhere 

The dazzling snowflakes fill the darkened air; 

Where'er he looks, no dwelling meets his eye. 

Nought but the pelting storm goes sweeping by, 

Far from all hope of help, he stands alone. 

Faces the stinging blast and staggers on. 

But now he fancies that he sees his cot. 

And through the drifts he struggles to the spot; 

At last 'tis reached. Is it his cottage? No, 

'Tis but a lofty mound of drifted snow. 

No welcome shelter from the storm doth rise, 

Only untrodden snow before him lies. 
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Wild through his bosom shoots an awful fear, 
**Is there no shelter? Must I perish here?'' 
Loud shrieks the blast in dreary monotone, 
He nerves his sinking form and staggers on. 
In vain his wife his vesture may prepare, 
With anxious thought, or serve his evening fare. 
In vain his children peer out in the storm. 
With pallid faces, for that well-known form. 
Stretched out along the drifts perchance he lies, 
Slain by the wrath of the inclement skies. 
But, O, if chance should lead thee to the spot. 
Where watch thy dear ones, in their humble cot. 
With what great happiness they'll cling to thee ; 
What heart-felt rapture in that cottage be. 
As, kneeling down, they pour their thanks to Him 
Who still upheld thee though their faith burned dim. 
Turn, polished villain, from this picture turn. 
When all thy wild licentious passions burn ; 
But, when thy hopes are ashes, sweet will prove 
The many pleasures of a well-placed love. 

Unfading love! In thy dominion reign. 
Balm for each wound, relief for every pain. 
Hope, Faith and Joy look up to heaven above ; 
But heaven itself descends in virtuous love. 
When Warsaw fell, as Liberty withdrew, • 
From shattered Poland with a last adieu; 
An exile from his country forced to flee, 
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Sought out another home beyond the sea, 

In a far foreign clime. He yearned to roam 

Once more the vine-clad hills around his home. 

His proud heart broke, and fading day by day, 

His dauntless spirit passed from earth away. 

Once his bright hope, pledge of her dearest joy, 

Behold the mother weeping o'er her boy — 

The widowed mother, o'er her orphan child. 

In a strange land that father's tomb was piled. 

She did not see his dauntless spirit fade. 

Nor in the earth behold him lowly laid ; 

She did not stand beside his dying bed ; 

She only heard, sad tidings, he was dead. 

Sadly she mourned till sorrow spent its force. 

For hope will smile when grief has run its course ; 

And then she saw with an unfeigned joy, 

His father's spirit living in her boy ; 

She smiled again ; the memory of his love, 

And her unfaltering trust in Him above. 

Made life still pleasing. For her infant's sake 

She still must live, nor let her fond heart break. 

Faith in prophetic tones to her reveals 

A bright reunion in celestial fields ; 

And, Oh! when sound those accents, dust to dust, 

Will heaven she trusted, but deceive her trust? 

When peals the trump, and Nature sleeps in death, 
As at creation's morning, ere the breath 
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Of God awoke the world ! Celestial fire ! 
God's holy minister! must thou expire? 
Like yonder comet rolling from the sun, 
Thy course must finish where it first begun. 
When, all the crashing spheres together roll, 
When all the heavens are gathered like a scroll. 
Thou from the mighty wreck, unharmed, shalt rise 
And seek thy native birthplace in the skies; 
In full perfection thou shalt bloom most fair, 
And minister to man's immortal spirit there. 

Divine Religion! O, what wealth untold 
Thy precious pages to man's gaze unfold. 
Angelic Maid! God's mighty love survey. 
And call our lagging fancies into play. 

What is man's mission here upon the earth. 
If tending not to an immortal birth? 
What is this world but a great nursery 
In which mankind are like a youthful tree, 
Wliich, when a certain stage is passed, will then 
Transplanted be into the heavens again ? 
But there are some rude brothers of the clod. 
Who say (with scornful sneer) there is no God. 
If thou art such, turn thy impious eye 
Upon the mighty works that round us lie. 
Each tiny blade of grass, each humble flower, 
That in the sunshine lives its little hour. 
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Up to the sun and moon what power display; 

These and the stars that light the milky way. 

Did they unthought of into being glance? 

Are all these wonders but the work of chance? 

Say, can'st.thou tell how one bright star was made — 

Thyself — ^how came'st thou in this form arrayed? 

Can'st count the systems in yon azure sea? 

Thou art — ^they are — and surely God must be. 

Lo ! from all things these words of wisdom fall, 

''Behold the existence of thy God in all. 

See Nature show through all her mazy plan, 

Proof of the immortality of man." 

"But, hold," ye cry, "when dieth man then .must 

All — ^all of him return to silent dust; 

His spirit's fire must end with life's short day; 

As distant lights o'er ocean fade away. 

Sink in oblivion, as a quiet stream 

In Ocean sinks, to vanish like a dream." 

Is there no purer life beyond the tomb. 

Where, in the skies, immortal spirits bloom? 

Is there no recompense for suffering worth 

In brighter scenes, than on this partial earth? 

Think you, that God would make this world of ours. 

With all its sunshine, birds and fragrant flowers; 

Create yon radiant orb, the day to light; 

Yon myriad stars to beautify the night; 

To place man here a little while, and then 
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Go change him back to lifeless dust again? 
No, when our eyes upon this world doth close, 
The immortal soul to Him who gave it goes. 
As yonder mist rising from ocean's bed 
Awhile doth linger in the skies overhead; 
Falls, sinks into earth's bosom, to come forth 
Pure and unsullied by the stains of earth; 
And, true to Nature's laws, doth onward sweep, 
Back to the bosom of the mighty deep ; 
So man doth linger for a season here. 
To joy and sorrow, on this earthly sphere, 
A little while — ^then all his cares are o'er; 
Pity and Mercy weep his woes no more ; 
But, rising up from earth's sepulchral clod, 
He seeks the bosom of his Maker, God. 
But, as the recording hand the book doth close. 
And the good man to his allotment goes, 
What, but thy care, immortal Love! has power 
To ease the sufferer in that awful hour? 
When weeping friends around the bed of death 
Start at that hollow sound, that labored breath; 
As death's rude hand, unheeding their despair. 
Sinks on his brow, and leaves its impress there; 
When dearest friends thus rudely torn apart. 
In all the anguish of broken heart. 
With horror gaze upon those eyeballs dim. 
That rigid form, each slowly stiffening limb ; 
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While Hope, sweet Hope, who many a lonely night 
Has cheeried their silent vigils, veils her light ; 
As in earth's darkest hour she disappears, 
And Nature darkens in a world of tears, 
What is the star that o'er life's stormy main 
Shines through the darkness to allay their pain? 
It is the star of Faith, born of God's Love. 
It whispers softly, "Ye shall meet above." 

If 'tis not so the world was formed in vain; 

Ye elements to chaos melt again, 

Nor force fond man, thou iron arm. of fate, 

To so precarious and dark estate. 

Nature can not repay by aught on earth 

The many pangs by sorrow given birth; 

For man is doomed to turn for purest joy 

To that bright essence streaming from on high. 

Oh! why does Faith promise with seeming truth. 

In that bright realm to love eternal youth! 

Oh ! why do those with whom we're doomed to part 

Forever linger in the mourner's heart. 

If all our hopes of after life are vain. 

And we are destined ne'er to meet again? 

Why is man formed to yearn forever for 

A state more blest than mortal ever saw. 

Why was this wish implanted in his mind. 

If with this short existence ends mankind? 

Perish, ye joys that light life's fitful day. 
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But do not take my trust in God away. 

Oh! let me hope, when Death at last subdues 

The horizon bounding our protracted views, 

Hiding so safely what with untold fear 

The bravest heart doth shudder to draw near: 

Immortal Light, shall round my pathway burn, 

Immortal Truth shall on my reason dawn. 

And I buoyed up on Love's immortal tide, 

Rise in His likeness, and be saisfied. 



J 
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(LINES ON THE DEDICATION OF THE MONU- 
MENT ERECTED ON THE SPOT WHERE 
GENERAL MANSFIELD FELL AT 
ANTIETAM.) 

Here, where our Mansfield fell, the tomb 

Is distant far which holds his clay — 
A nation mourned his early doom, 

That nation honors him to-day. 

What monument, or speaker's word 

Can more commemorate the dead; 
Whose memory is a household wqrd, 

Antietam's field his dying bed? 

To a proud nation gathering round 

Their honors to the dead to pay 
Here, of this ancient battle-ground, 

This turf, where ebbed his life away; 

These happy homes, these quiet fields, 

Where all who sow and reap are free. 
Than the full heart of Nature yields, 

What more commanding eulogy? 
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No sculptured stone, or storied urn, 
He needs to mark his place of rest. 

As long as Freedom's altars burn. 
His shrine is every patriot's breast. 

Ye soldiers who fought by his side. 
His comrades tried in danger's hour; 

With him in Freedom's cause who died, 
We know your worth, we feel your power. 

We feel your power, the just acclaim 
The cause bestows in Freedom's fight; 

Glows o'er the bed of deathless fame, 
A burning and a shining light. 

Mansfield, we need not speak of fame 
Here on the spot where thou hast died ; 

Long thy revered, thy honored name, 
Has Freedom's annals glorified. 
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THE BOER PATRIOT. 

The star of our Freedom has gone down forever, 
The flag of our nation is trailed in the dust. 

Our strength has been spent in a fruitless endeavor, 
Thy cause, O, my country! abandon we must. 

How furious the onsets that made England tremble ; 

How sanguine and deep was the vengeance we paid; 
When we call for our heroes no more they assemble ; 

They sleep on the fields where each wild charge was 
made. 

From thy brow, Spion Kop, what a host could we 
number. 

Could the bugle awaken the souls of the brave. 
There, our leader sleeps on the long, dreamless slumber 

'Mid the quiet unbroken prevails in the grave. 

In vain did they rush on the pathway to glory. 
Who wept when they bled? Who mourned when they 
fell? 

How they fought, in history's recorded the story; 
How they bled, the annals of Freedom can tell. 
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We fought for our Freedom, the birthright God gave us ; 

With bosoms undaunted, the foe we assailed; 
We resisted the tyrant who sought to enslave us, 

But too few, and too weak, we failed, yes, we failed. 

In a strange, foreign land far over the ocean 
An exile and stranger now destined to roam 

I go, but my heart, with undying devotion, 
Remains with my country, my kindred, my home. 

Adieu, O my country! each hill and each valley. 
Each lake, and each mountain, I bid you adieu 1 

But, if ever thy true sons for liberty rally. 

On the breath of the tempest, I'll speed back to you. 
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LINES ON AN EARLY FLOWER. 

When lengthening days the heart of nature warm, 

And gentle airs their influence bespeak; 
Nor through the black night whirls the drifting storm, 

Upon the hillside bleak. 
Thou rear'st, sweet virgin flower. 

Thy tiny bell; 
Ere yet the snows, beneath the south wind's power, 

Have melted from the dell. 

Thus, oft, amid the adverse winds of fate 

Sweet Pity rears her unassuming form; 
The buffeting^ of jealousy and hate 

But make her heart more warm. 
Nor innocence alone 

She stoops to cheer. 
She hears the erring wanderer's dying groan, 

And drops the tender tear. 

O, pathos her's beyond th' enthusiasts' zeal, 

Or bards that sweep with cunning hand the strings ; 
More touching her pathetic mute appeal 

Than song that minstrel sings. 
Amid affliction's shock 

Her guileless breast 
Is peaceful as the dove's, when south winds rock, 

Gently, her quiet nest. 
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JUNE. 

Sweetly blooms the early flower; 

Blows the south wind warm and clear; 
June peeps in each shady bower, 

Sweetest month of all the year. 

Hyacinths, and lilacs tall. 

With their fragrance, fill the air; 
Sweetly by the garden-wall 

Bloom the cottage roses fair. 

In the stream, the speckled trout 
Hides secure in shady pools; 

While the young lambs frisk about 
Merrily on sunny knolls. 

Hurrying on through wood and meadow, 
Loitering now, in quiet nooks; 

Now in sunshine, now in shadow. 
Singing go the merry brooks. 

Never motionless, or still. 
Dallying with the gay sunbeam; 

Clattering by the busy mill 
Down into the broader stream. 

Speeding on, by tower and town. 
Steadily with ceaseless motion. 

Flows the widening river down 
To be lost in the great ocean. 

Thus our lives are gliding free 
Never still or backward going, 

Down into eternity. 

Like a rapid river flowing. 
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HOMER. 

Homer, three thousand years ago, 
Taught poetry its graceful flow; 
And though a blind old man, and poor. 
He dwelt on Chios' rocky shore ; 
His works for ages shall endure 
A living light in literature. 
For him the earth could not supply 
Enough, he soared into the sky. 
And from th' abyss with wings of flame 
Created forms of beauty came; 
Taught him alone their startling lore 
That man might listen and adore. 
And, when, at Death's supreme command 
His golden lyre dropped from his hand- 
It sunk in silence evermore. 
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THE CIjOSE of life. 

How short, how fleeting, is the life of man ! 
Today in bloom of health he wanders forth 
Rejoicing on his way, strong in his aims 
As if endowed with an immortal life, 
Tomorrow sees him stricken to the earth ; 
His hopes all gone ; relinquishing his hold 
Upon mortality, and passing forth. 
From earthly scenes, into the great unknown. 

No more shall we, in all the years to come. 
Behold his face or hear his well known voice. 
For as the oak that in the forest falls 
Decaying shrinks away and leaves no trace: 
So he returns to dust from whence he came. 
Leaving behind few signs on earth to tell, 
(And these the hand of time soon sweeps away) 
He once had lived and acted something here. 

Go where you will D^ath has been there — ^has left 

The blighting impress of his gory hand. 

See the gray waste of ocean stretching forth 

In boundless majesty abroad — His waves 

High heaving round his rough and craggy isles. 

Down through those silent depths, with gurgling moan, 

How many a corpse has passed to wait the day. 

When the dread trump shall summon from their graves, 

All mankind to the judgment bar of God. 
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Death is the heritage of all, and none, 

Nor rich, or poor, humble, or wise and great. 

Can throw the dread despoiler from his track; 

Can steal one moment from the glass of time. 

When life's short sands are run. See the poor man 

Upc«i his bed of straw and filthy rags, 

With sickness worn, and poverty, and care, 

Struggling to keep his hold upon that life 

That knows not joy, but never ending toil. 

The strife is o'er. No more, ere rise of sun. 

His chilled and weary limbs worn out with want 

Of sleep and over-work, must he drag forth 

To hear the master's voice urging him on 

To earn the scanty hire, his toil demands. 

With streaming eyes, his wife and little ones 

Follow him to his grave, and look, and look. 

As though they could not tear themselves away 

And leave him there never to see him more. 

I 
Now to his silent tomb another goes. 

Nursed in the lap of luxury, his state 

How different ! Though solemnly and slow 

The long procession winds in pomp along, 

Carriage on carriage, following up. 

The hearse that bears him to his last abode; 

So few the signs of grief they there display, 

So gay they chat of common-place events ; 

It seems almost like a great holiday, 
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And not the last respects paid to the dead. 

Why should they weep? His purse in charity 

Ne'er opened to the poor, 'though round his board 

Vain idlers thronged, no morsel ever went 

To feed the needy; and 'though wealth may raise. 

Above his tomb, a costly monument; 

And hireling muse may weave, in flowery phrase. 

Sweet verses to his memory; and tell 

Of many virtues, paint his childrens' grief, 

Go to his home, and say, as you behold 

The last division of his vast estate. 

If wrangling has not turned it to a hell. 

Yet once again, the ponderous gate built at 
The entrance of that dark and shadowy way 
Leading into that ever silent land. 
Upon its hinges turns, and a young soul 
Fair in the promises of life's bright spring 
Goes out reluctantly ; pausing so oft 
And gazing back as loath to quit the scenes 
Spread out so temptingly before his eyes 
And then again withdrawn, ere yet the soul 
Has tasted of those sweets which darling hope 
Has promised should be his. Oh ! did he know 
What sorrow, grief, and tears, what secret stings 
Each blooming flower contained, he'd turn away 
Nor idly wish to linger longer here. 
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Close following this bright young spirit comes 

An old man bent and broken down with years, 

Almost (so much, in his eventful life 

All things have changed), a stranger in the land 

Where he was bom. He goes upon his way 

Rejoicing in his freedom. Thus they come, 

And one by one they mingle with the train 

That moves forever on down the dark vale. 

Feeble with age, in manhood's lofty pride, 

And bloom of youth they come, thus pass away; 

But not alone does the rude blast of Fate 

From life's frail tree sweep off the blooming flowers. 

But the fresh buds are strewn upon the sward; 

Thus here and there along life's narrow way. 

Are also seen the prints of childish feet. 

Sweet little innocents who sweetly smiled 

Then, on this world, shut up their bright young eyes. 

And like a sunbeam passing through the skies, 

Down Death's dark vale flew straight to Jesus' arms. 

And you and I must go that silent way, 

Must look our last upon the things of earth 

To us so beautiful. Must bid farewell 

To home and friends most dear and go alone 

Into that other world to take our part 

In the eternal life or everlasting death. 

Then let us live so that, in that last hour, 

We shall not go in trembling and in fear. 

But strengthened with a firm abiding faith. 

Be ushered in the presence of our God. 
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SUNSET. 

I saw, at eve, like to a flag unfurled 

Of crimson light with pearls and rubies hung; 
And, back into my face was rudely hurled 

The Runic harshness of my Northern tongue ; 
For I would paint that lovely sunset scene. 

But from the task impelled, I shrunk with awe. 
I felt myself too lowly, and too mean. 

Only an angel's hand might fitly draw 
That beauteous scene, at which my memory thrills. 

That glorious sunset scene far on the tree-crowned 
hills. 
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GONE is THE SUNSHINE FROM THY FACE. 

* 

Gione is the sunshine from thy face, 

And, on thy marble brow. 
I look, nor see the nameless grace 

That was, but is not now. 

And will those red lips smile no more 

In all the coming years ? 
Those mild blue eyes no more gush o'er 

With pity's tender tears? 

Is't vain to think upon thee now. 

As in the days gone by? 
Alas ! I am of earth, and thou 

A native of the sky. 

Ah! whither stray thy wandering feet? 

Oh! can it — can it be, 
A broken dream, a memory sweet 

Is all that's left of thee? 
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THE CALL TO LABOR. 

Life means labor and resistance. 

There's a call to fearless strife. 
True living is not mere existence. 

Death is not the end of life. 
What is death but the transition 

From this world of grief and pain 
To the far-off fields elysian 

Where the spirit wakes again? 

Theres a life-work lies before you ; 

Day by day to set of sun 
Labor as the hours fly o'er you 

That a full day's work be done. 
Think not, on some bright tomorrow, 

From the labors of the day. 
Think not you one hour can borrow 

For the tasks of yesterday. 

Every hour presents its duty. 

Has its work for you to do. 
If you would preserve the beauty 

Of your life-work grand and true; 
Do each task when it is given; 

Meet each duty one by one; 
Press on, in the light of heaven 

Learn the right, and then press on. 

Hark! resounding down the ages 

Clearly rings the clarion tone: 
Turn thine eye on History's pages 
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Mark the deeds that have been done. 
Mark the noble sacrifices 

That heroic souls have made 
To stem tyrant's mad devices 

And the cause of truth to aid. 

Mark the lofty aspiration 

Of the poets and the sages, 
To breathe forth some grand creation 

That shall live through all the ages; 
How the masters, weak and weary, 

With their toil and suffering wrought, 
Even in dungeons dank and dreary. 

Works replete with noblest thought. 

Would'st thou join the high procession? 

Enter in the lists of fame? 
On the age leave thy impression 

On the ages stamp thy name? 
Then, gird thee for the mighty trial ; 

For if thou a place would'st gain, 
Thou must rise through self-denial, 

Disappointment, toil, and pain. 

Onward press, and falter never. 

Though the world reject thy claim. 
Though thy most supreme endeavor 

Meet but censure, scorn and blame ; 
Know, even then, to the immortals, 

Not all are worthy to claim kin ; 
Know, even then, those sacred portals 

Not all there are can enter in. 
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A SINGLE DAY. 

As o'er Time's dark relentless stream 
I gazed, its power my spirit felt; 

I pondered many an idle dream 
Yet still this thought within me dwelt. 

"How kind our Heavenly Father is 
How many blessings He has given 

Crowning them all with hope of bliss, 
When life is past, with Him in heaven/ 

Yet, men will fret and fume away, 

Consume their days with worldly cares; 

Will hurry on through Life's short day 
'Till Death overtakes them unawares. 

Will hurry on through Life's short day 
With breathless speed and never see 

The beauty that surrounds their way; 
The Lord's good gift to you and me. 

My brother, take one little day 
Surely that much your toils can spare ; 

Go forth, into the fields and stay 
From mom till eve and ponder there. 

Not, on the cares you leave behind 
The worry of the market place. 

Not, on the thousand ills that bind 
In ceaseless strife the human race; 
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Listen to Nature's teachings there, 

The music of the tuneful birds. 
The beauty of the flowers so rare, 

The bleating flocks, the lowing herds. 

Behold how pure the air around! 

How deeply blue the summer sky! 
How clear the brook's melodious sound! 

How soft the south winds fragrant sigh! 

How sweet the song the skylark sings 
At moming^s gate, 'mid fields of blue ! 

Then ask, "Who cares for all these things?" 
Will He not, brother, care for you? 

Hark! as the God of nature speaks 

Unto thee from His still abodes — 
The grandeur of the mountain peaks. 

The rapture of the lonely woods. 

In nature's works the Unseen behold. 
For all His works. His presence fills 

And catch, as David caught of old. 
The inspiration of the hills. 

Then, turn, and mark thy low estate 

A pilgrim o'er life's weary way. 
In Times' close walls, confined by fate; 

And learn a lesson from that day. 
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ADVERSITY. 

All hail, thou heaven-erected power! 

Though when Griefs scowling tempests lower, 

Thy form, with dread I scan, 
I know that by thy bitter blight, 
Thy withering blasts are brought to light 

The noblest powers of man. 
Though thou may'st curl the lip of scorn 

And point the mocking jeer 
Through thee there's self-reliance born 

We cannot get elsewhere. 
Thy hand still, will fan still. 

And bid the flames arise 
The spirit, the merit. 

That in us dormant lies. 

To him who'd climb the heights of fame. 
And gain himself an honored name. 

The road is open still. 
Be sure, where man has been before. 
An earnest man may climb once more, 

If he has tact and will. 
Think well, thy proper sphere to choose. 

So that thou may'st not fail. 
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For when one with the current rows, 

The more his strokes avail. 
To work, then ; nor shirk, then. 

Thy duty day by day; 
Press nearer, and clearer 

At length will grow the way. 

Oh, hard indeed the cheerless lot 
Of him who fortune favors not; 

Yet, not by this is taught, 
That wealth and ease, that fame and power. 
Those vaunted trophies of an hour. 

Alone are to be sought. 
Oh, to the man of generous mind, 

A nobler creed is known; 
He weeps the miseries of mankind. 

More, if they've been his own. 
While perishing, still cherishing, 

Their gold, though some deem bliss, 
There's health there, and wealth there, 

That they so sadly miss. 

Think not, that to the poor alone. 
Belong despair, the tear, the groan. 

That they no pleasures see; 
Nature (that joy that never fails , 
The tree-crowned hills, the lowly vales) 

To rich and poor is free. 
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What though we feel aflFliction's smart, 

Or want oppress our view? 
Ev'n then a manly, generous heart, 

And purpose, kind and true, 
Will render more tender, 

Each tender 'bosom tie ; 
Make lighter and brighter, 

Our labor or our joy. 

Adversity! by thee alone, 

Man's power is to himself made known ; 

Through thee alone we know 
How to correctly read mankind ; 
The secret powers of the mind 

'Tis thine alone to show. 
O, when the storms of life depart 

Far bluer smiles the sky; 
Grief o'er, the manly virtuous heart 

Is made more pure there-by; 
Far nearer, and dearer, 

The Being of his praise ; 
Completer, and sweeter, 

The rest that crowns his days. 
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